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Al wee beasts with gladsom eyes, 


| am. Love, $0 nothing fears. 
Laugh, be glad,and dance, you dears! 
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YE EDITOR TALKS 


T IS with delight that WEE WiIsDoM answers 
I your shout of welcome as she flings wide her 
door to August guests. There's a loving wel- 
come for every one of her Wees—such a 
blessed, rollicking lot of them! ~~ 
Bi Did you listen to the words of the 
Christ-child at the door as you entered? “Ye 
are of God, little children. Greater is He 
that is in you than he that is in the world.” They are 
something WEE WISDOM would have you all remember. 
So please say them over and over till they say themselves, 
and some day you will suddenly find out what that great 
Something in you means. 

Well, here we are in our little Wee house with sixteen 
rooms! When WEE WIspDoM decided to return to it again, 
there was a gathering together of her 

“Butchers and bakers and candlestick makers,” 
as Mother Goose would say, only these were the publishers 
and printers and those who had to do with the furnishing and 
expenses of WEE WisDoM’s house and wardrobe. Well, 
they talked a lot about her former extravagance and said 
she had spent more on her traveling expenses and for the 
entertainment of her Wee friends than her big brother, 
Unity, considered consistent with the amount of her income 
at 50 cents a subscriber. Now, the way for us to remedy 
all this will be for everyone who loves WEE WispDom and 
wants to make her more beautiful, and add more rooms to 
her little house, is to bring in a new subscriber, and so in- 
crease the number of Wees that there'll just have to be more 
room for them. What a glorious time we're having at this 
home-coming! Some of our guests, though, have to wait 
over for next month. 
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WEE WISDOM 
SIR SMILE-UPS’ GREETING 


TIDDLE DE WINKS 


Said Smile-Ups, “I’ve been smiling because of one small 
word; 

It makes you feel as happy as yon dear flying bird; 

A word that means the small things that bring so many joys, 

Dear to the hearts of mothers that have the girls and boys. 


For, Wee, they must be, very, when they start out, you know, 
And babies are the girls and boys, till they begin to grow. 

A Wee thing brings a lot of fun, and heaps of pleasure too; 
Without Wee babes and kitty-cats, whatever would we do? 


So, here comes Wee for Wisdom, our magazine, once more, 
And it has many numerous smiles to add unto our store. 
Now if we go to Weedom we'll find WEE Wispom there, 
All full of Wee surprises, both special and both rare. 


Do run the pages over, and read it then with care, 

For here are many stories and Wee one’s healing prayer. 
And here are Wee thought fairies, Wee letters, all so sweet, 
And here are Wcee-est lessons to make our lives complete. 
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WEE WISDOM 


THE STRAWBERRIES’ SECRET 
Written and illustrated by 
CHARLES RICHARD MINORE (age 12 years) 


ED WILKINS was a rough, sunburned moun- 
tain lad of thirteen. He had lived his entire 
life in the peaks and deep ravines of Colo- 
rado. The nearest city was Denver, but 
even that was forty miles away. Being so 
far from civilization, schools and people, he 
had learned little but what the mountains, riv- 
ers, canyons and birds taught him, daily by 

their blue summits, black waters, bottomless depths and 

sweet songs. From his mother, who in her younger days 
had learned to read and wnite, he obtained a slight knowl- 
edge of the simplest forms of education. 

One bright June morning Ted arose early and wended 
his way through rocks and crevices to a grassy bank about 
three miles away. Upon reaching this place, he set to work 
gathering wild strawberries which grew in rich abundance 
over the bank. 

While running his hand down amongst the leaves his 
fingers came in contact with a torn and crumpled piece of 
paper; upon drawing it forth his eyes fell upon these words: 
“God is with me, I have no fear; under me are his ever- 
lasting arms.” Running his eye up to the top of the page 
he was able to make out this word, ““WISDOM,”’ printed 
in capital letters. 

He folded the sheet up and put it in his pocket. Hav- 
ing enough berries, he picked up his pail and turned his steps 
toward home. Taking the paper from his pocket, he read 
the words over and over again. There was other printing 
on the sheet, but to him it held no apparent meaning. 

Reaching home he hid the paper under a stump and 
went to the house for breakfast. During the meal his father 
announced that in the afternoon he would have to go to 
Bridle Ridge, about five miles distant, and look after some 
sheep which had been put to graze. 

Ted, seeing a slight opportunity for frolic and adven- 
ture, asked if he might go in his place. His father, having 
no objection, gave his permission, and, after the noon meal, 


he set out for Bridle Ridge. 
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The way led over many dangerous precipices and deep 
ravines, and not far away Pikes’ Peak lomed up its massive 
dome into fleecy clouds and azure mists. 

Through this beautiful and picturesque scenery the 
Union Pacific railroad wended its snake-like way; crossing 
ledges, scaling mountains and rounding curves. 

Along one of these narrow ledges, on one side of wid 
there was nothing to be seen but a black hole, probably 
thousands of feet deep, and on the other a steep rocky cliff, 

Ted Wilkins made his 

way that bright June after- 

noon. He was nearing the 

- center, when, without 

warning, a train swerved 

around a bend about one 

hundred yards ahead. It 

i was coming at top speed 

and there was no time to 

@ turn back. A jumble of 

‘Wy thoughts began to gather 

themselves in Ted’s mind, 

% but there was little time 

to think. On, on it came; 

it was scarcely fifty feet 

away. Obeying a sudden 

P impulse, he dropped over 

Same the ledge; in his hurried 

plunge he managed to 

grasp one of the ties; suddenly his hand slipped and he went 

wn, down, down; small stones were sent whirling down the 
cliff, and far, far below he heard them splash in water, a 

river probably. He was in complete darkness now; he could 

hear the train rushing overhead. Suddenly a clear thought 

sprang into his confused mind, “‘God is with me, I have no 

fear; under me are his everlasting arms,” and he knew he 

would be saved. 

He clutched madly at the air, trying to catch hold 
of something that would cease his downward flight. Once 
he grappled with a twig, but only for an instant; he could 
hear the rush of water far below. Making one final plunge, 
he caught hold of a small but strong bush and was safe, at 
least for the time being. 
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Fearing that the bush would break at any minute, he 
cautiously let it go and made his way, slipping and stum- 
bling up the steep side of the cliff, occasionally catching hold 
of some small root which aided him in his ascent. After 
what seemed to him to be hours of climbing, he reached the 
top, exhausted. 

He looked about him; a cold shiver went through him 
from head to toe, for not two feet from him lay an immense 
‘diamond rattler, basking in the hot afternoon sun. Luckily 
for Ted it was asleep. 

Noiselessly he slipped back down the ledge for about 
three feet and then along its side for about thirty. Then 
cautiously peering over the edge he beheld the rattler still 
sleeping in the sun. Making as little noise as possible, he 
crept onto the ledge. He hurried over the remaining por- 
tion, and reaching safe ground he sat down and rested, after 
which he reached Bridle Ridge without any more mishaps. 

That night at supper he related his experiences to his 
parents, who forbade his ever going again. 

But Ted was not afraid, for he remembered the little 
quotation that he had read on a torn and crumpled piece 


of paper, one bright June morning. 


OUR KEWPIE PARTY 


School had a party the other Friday after- 
noon, and we all had such a good time that I 

want to try and tell you something about it. 
Marjorie is my name and | am six years 
old. I am in this baby class that had the 
party. Our party was called a Kewpie party. 
It was held at Marian’s house. She is in our 
baby class, too. The first person we met when we came to 
Marian’s was a big red paper Kewpie tacked on the front 
door. Inside the house were Kewpies everywhere. Pink 
and white sweet peas were the flowers used, and pink and 
white paper streamers. The shades were down and electric 


; HE baby class of the Home of Truth Sunday 
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lights on, making the room look like Kewpie-land indeed. 
Tiny pink baskets hung in clusters between the folding doors, 
and our baby chairs were formed in a circle around the 
room. On the wall and lace curtains, on picture frames and 
on the clock, too, were pink tissue paper caps and aprons. 
The caps were for the boys and aprons for the girls. We 
all were given a card with some sort of a figure on it; then 
we had to hunt for our apron or cap with a figure just like it. 
This was great fun, and when we had found ours we put 
them on, chose a partner, the music played and we marched 
all around the rooms. 

Our mothers all wore pink tissue paper bows. In the 
living room, where they sat, large baby dolls in long clothes 
were used to decorate. They nodded and smiled to you 
from the plate rail and in many other places about the room. 
This room seemed like a truly, really babyland. We had 
two real tiny babies to our party besides a little girl three 
months old and a fat chubby boy six months old. This little 
boy had two teeth and we all wanted to see them, because 
Thomas, his brother, told us about them in Sunday School 
one morning. 

Our party lunch was best of all. We all sat on the 
floor in a big circle and ate our lunch in picnic fashion. 
With pink and white ice cream we had home-made cookies, 
and then each one of us received a long pink basket with 
candy to take home. While we were eating, some of the 
children told stories or spoke a piece, and then we all helped 
to tell the Mother Goose nursery rhymes. 

It was a happy afternoon for us all, and some day 
we would like to have another party. 


a MY DOG SKOOKUM 


Me Whenever we go out in the 
Ke =~ A launch, my dog hops in, and 
a when the launch starts he stands 
Lyon on the bow of the boat. He is 

a fine swimmer, and is a beauti- 
ful Scotch collie. We like him 
very much, and if you knew him 
I think you would, too.—Laura 
Alida Lippincott (age 8 years). 
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CLUB 


] ELL, here we all are back at an old-fashioned 

WEE WiIsDoM party! We have all tired of 

being grown up and are again little children, 

and shall remain as little children forever. 

Having WEE WIsDoM again should stimulate 

the growth of Booster Clubs. It looks to me 

like all the Boosters approved of the change, 

and I know for myself I like my little WEE 

Wispom better than a big clumsy half-grown up Miss 
Wisdom. 

We have lots of clubs with us this meeting, all ready 
for the Birthday Party. Some have come with pictures to 
show us how happy and bright they look, and others have 
sent in joyful reports. 

A new club has been formed in Santa Rosa. It looks 
like it was destined to be one of the liveliest little clubs in the 
world. Just hear what Ernest has to say about its work. 

Santa Rosa, Cal. 
Dear Boosters—A few of us Santa Rosa girls and boys met and, 
under the leadership of Mrs. S. F. Connley, the metaphysical practi- 
tioner of this city, organized the Santa Rosa Booster Club. We will 
hold our meetings in the Universal Truth Hall here. We started with 
an enrollment of ten members, namely: Elma Wheeler, Ruth Deitz, 
Edna Wheeler, Helen Mallory, Alta Wheeler, Omar Turner, Teddy 
McCluer, Ernest Allen, Vernon Wheeler and Mrs. Sarah F. Connley. 
The above names request that they may be admitted to your Booster 
Club. Our club elected the following officers: Mrs. S. F. Connley, 
president; Ruth Deitz, treasurer, and Ernest Allen, secretary. We 
meet every Thursday. We are going to do all we can to make the 
club grow. Please send me the price of the Booster pins by the dozen. 

Yours truly, Santa Rosa Booster Cuus, Ernest Allen, Sec. 


The Booster pins, if bought singly, cost 15 cents, but 
if you buy them in dozen lots you may have them for $1.25 
a dozen. You understand, don’t you, that a Booster pin is 
sent free to each Booster who sends in traveling expenses for 
WEE WISsDoM to visit some one for a year. Be sure to ask 
for the pin when you send in the subscription. 
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Myrtle has a good report from Canada and also a 
picture of the Winnipeg Boosters. Notice what a bright 
bunch of folks they are! Wouldn’t it be great if we could 
meet every Booster some day and have a great big party! 


‘Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada. 

Dear Wee Wispom—We are very glad to hear that you are 

going to be called WeE Wispom again, and we like the dress you used 

to wear before you were called Miss Wisdom. We want “Blanche’s 

Corner” and “The Pillow Verses’ back again. The people around 

here do not seem to 

be very interested 

in Wisdom. I lent 

one of my friends 

“Wee Wisdom's 

Way" and “Love's 

Roses.” She liked 

them very much 

and wanted to take 

Wisdom, but her 

father would not 

let her. We had 

“a meeting every 

week last month. There was only one absent during the whole month. 

We finished reading “The Treasure-Box” at our last meeting, and 

we are going to read “Wee Wisdom'’s Way” next. All the books 

that I have mentioned were presents from our teacher. We learn the 

Bible Lesson in Wisdom every week and we are studying the Truth 

Catechism, too. Our teacher taught us a table grace that was in Unity, 

before he went away. We sing it to the tune of “Old Hundred.” 

We went to the city park and had a picnic on the citizens’ holiday last 

Wednesday. Our aunty, Mrs F. Hayes, took us and we had a fine 

time. We had our pictures taken and I am sending you one. The 

children’s names are, reading from left to right, top line, Myrtle and 

Marjorie; middle line, Florence, Bessie, Arthur and Jack; front line, 

Dorothy, Alice and Nora. We are all brothers and sisters. I am the 

oldest and Alice is the baby. I was fifteen years young yesterday, 

and Alice was two years young in April. Marjorie, Bessie, Arthur 

and I are the members of the club. Bessie is president and I am 

secretary. Florence and Jack come sometimes. We hope that all the 
Boosters are enjoying their holidays. 

THe Winnirec Boosters, Myrtle Hayes, Sec. 
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The I. H._S. Club is “‘Johnny-on-the-spot”’ as usual. 
Ernest sends the usual bright letter. 
West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Wisdoms—The club is over and the other Boosters have just 
gone home. It began to rain before club time and is raining yet, so 
Louise and Martha couldn't get here, they live so far away. It was 
Louise's turn to serve the lunch and she was going to make some nice 
cream cookies herself for us, but now we won't know how they taste, 
I suppose. We had our lesson on seeds today for the second time. 
Mamie Towner brought a tiny cucumber plant and Glen brought a 
bean plant, and they each told us how they looked as they grew from 
the seed. Virginia and I put some seeds in water, but they didn’t grow, 
so Virginia showed the club how the mother violet keeps all her seed 
babies in a little green cradle packed tight together, and I showed the 
club how the wild cucumber keeps her seeds in a pod and how the 
maple and basswood trees start their seed-babies out with wings so 
they can travel to find a home of their own. Mother told us how 
other seeds are taken care of. If it does not rain July 5th the Boosters 
are coming here with their folks and maybe some visitors and have 
fireworks in the evening. We are going to have just sane fireworks 
and celebrate because we are so glad our country is at peace and 
not like Europe. We all think Wisdom will be much nicer when her 
dress is stitched and she has a nice new cover to wear over her dress 
to keep it clean. We think it would be nice to have puzzles in WEE 
Wispom like that girl Booster spoke of, and we would like to have 
something about other children being healed, too. 
I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 


Yes, Ernest, I think that the Boosters ought to tell 
their experiences with the power of the Word. Every 
Booster ought to know the power of prayer and should have 
such faith that the Booster clubs would be continually doing 
healing. You remember Jesus said, ‘Heal the sick.’’ Let’s 
have the Boosters tell about their healing next meeting! 

Irene has an interesting report from the Truth Seekers. 
We shall certainly be delighted to have Clara visit our Unity 
Sunday School. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—We had a lovely and very interesting meeting 
two weeks ago. We are going to try our art in the line of poetry and 
have a book of poems by the Truth Seekers. We have our pins and 
they are just beautiful. Everyone is so pleased with them. Clara is 
going to visit the Unity Sunday School on August 8th, and will write 
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a little article about her trip for our next number. We would certainly 
love to take the trip with her. She will spend her vacation in Okla- 
homa and will stop off at Kansas City on her way down and back. 
Our Sunday School picnic was on Thursday, July Ist. We had a 
very nice time. We wore our Booster colors. There were all sorts 
of games. I think I had cetter close or 1 will crowd some other 
Booster out. With love from all the Boosters, we are, 
Tue TrutH Seexers, Irene Bonacker, Sec. 
P. S.—We think it a very good idea if Wee Wispom could visit 


us twice a month.—/. B. 


Irene, why not send WEE Wispom the prize poem in 
your book > 
Frances has a report for the Pollyanna Club. I hope 
that the Pollyanna Club will report every month. 
San Diego, Cal. 
Dear Wisdoms—Our club is growing. We have seven members. 
We meet on Mondays instead of Tuesdays now. My school has been 
out almost a month. Last spring the teacher taught us this poem: 
_ “You never can tell what your thoughts will do, 
In bringing you hate or love, 
For thoughts are things, and their airy wings 
Are swifter than carrier doves. 


“They follow the law of the universe, 
Each thing must create its kind, 
And they speed on the track, to bring you back, 
Whatever went out from your mind.” 
Do you like it? Last Thursday Lucia Champlain had a birthday. 
She invited the club to her house and we had a lovely time. 
Cxus, Frances Vaughan, Sec. 


Billy Bumpus has a report. We are glad that his 
mistress is having such a lovely summer. 
Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am bound for northern Michigan where 
I will visit my grandparents. I had to leave Billie Bumpus II at 
home because it would be too hard to travel with him. He is paying 
a visit to his mother, whom he has not seen since he was three months 
old. We send our love to Wees and Wisdoms, and hope that they 
will have a good time at the party. Lovingly, 
Mary Belle Johnston and Billie Bumpus II. 


Well, here comes Sir Tammie II. He struts in with 
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the majesty of Sir Tammie I, and is not the least bit em- 
barrassed at the crowd which has gathered to see him. 
Glendale, Cal. 

Please be quiet, everybody, I am very busy. I am writing a letter 
to WEE Wispom. (Please, Mr. Publisher, make that Wee in the 
biggest letters you know, it’s a most important Wee.) Now Buster, 
please stop that squealing, I'm writing a letter. He's the noisest kitten 
in this bunch, but so good-natured that you can't scold him. Buster's 
real name is “Captain Quinan.” ; 

We have all moved into Glendale. We did not care to leave 
those mountains at Montrose, but we just had to, and we'll live here 
until our mistresses can have that acre of land and a new_house on it, 
that they are often talking about. We cats and kittens think this is a 
pretty fine place, for our mothers and uncles and aunties have a big 
house built just for them in the back, and it’s much nicer than the 
garage they used to live in at Montrose. This house has four or five 
windows and a board floor, a nice comfortable couch, swings, little red 
chairs and a tiny table, and ways to get out in the private yards made 
for cats only. We came down here in an automobile. Little, Sunny 
Little-Jean’s master and mistress, brought us all down. 

We expect to do a lot of boosting down here, for we've had many 
visitors already—a little girl the first day from across the street, and 
next a little boy who brought his mother and called her “Dear” and 
“Honey.” I liked that! I call Aunt Helen nice names too, for she 
is the one that usually fixes our delicious meals for us. 

Now, I think it rather disappointing that I could not have seen 
Billy Bumpus. I’m so little, I'm sure he would not mind meeting me. 

Our little black nephew, Little Page (Thomas Nelson Page), 
has been treating himself, and drinking catnip tea. You should 
see him; he is so grateful for everything and is as polite as our 
mother is about saying “Thank you.” Didn't Papa Tammie tell 
you how Lady Topaz always says “Thank you,” even if it is only 
a little piece of bread! Oh, I tell you she is a very well brought up 
lady cat! I should say that they gave that name Page to two cats, but 
there is some thought of calling our black nephew, “Black Prince,” 
instead, for it does seem queer to give the same name to a black that 
was first given to an orange. Aunt Mary took my picture twice, but 
she wants to send a very good one to WEE WiIsDOM, so we may try 
again. Lovingly yours, Sir Tammie or Orance™ II. 

Per his Secretary, Mary B. de Witt.) 

P. S.—Betty has four new children — Tammie II. 


We shall all be glad to have Sir Tammie II’s picture. 
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Vivian, who is an enthusiastic Wee in San Jose, sends 
us a picture of the Home of Truth Sunday School class on 
a picnic. I wish that all these Wees would form a Booster 
Club. I shall do anything I can to help them. 

San Jose, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I thought you would like to hear about the 
party which was given to two of our classes of the Home of Truth 
Sunday School at the home of one of our teachers, Mrs. Bailey. It 
was an animal party. We played pin the tail on the donkey, and a 
funny game called the grab-bag. Each one had to make an animal 


out of the fruit, vegetable or nut he got from the grab-bag. By means 
of pins and toothpicks many funny things were made. After the 
animals were made we put them in a tent like a circus and listened to 
animal records on the victrola. We had ice cream, candy, and all 
the animal cookies we could eat. We all had a lovely time. We 
inclose a picture of the party. The pony belongs to the little boy who 
is driving. Your little friend, Vivian Foree. 


We have not heard from Ruth for a long time. 
Beloit, Wis. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I have not written you a letter for the 
longest time, as I have not been enough interested in Wisdom. I am 
very glad to have you change Wisdom back again into WEE Wispom. 
I can remember just how WEE Wispom looks, as | have kept all of 
them. Seeing your request for each child to write WEE Wispom a 
letter I thought I might just as well, as it was storming and I have 
nothing else to do. I am going to visit my cousins up in northern Wis- 
cousin in Antigo this month. I am going to have my picture taken 
several times up there. Then maybe when I come home I will send 
you my picture. I will write’you another letter and tell you all about 
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it. I enjoy the Booster letters very much, especially the I. H. S. Club's 
letters. I go to Sunday School nearly every Sunday. | also enjoy 
the Sunday School Lessons. I must close or my letter will take up so 
much room there will not be room for all the other Wees. 

Ruth Fielder. 


Here is Minnie with a report from away off in the 
woods of California. Minnie has written a mighty nice little 
poem about the return of WEE WiIsDom. 

Ukiah, Cal. 
Dear Boosters—l am so glad Wisdom is going back to WEE 
Wispom. Oh, we have such fun in Pine Ridge. Papa is clearing the 
building site and we go over with the lunch and help. We all had to 
help to roll a big log into a gulley nearby, and you should have heard 
the noise when it bounced in. The site is clear now except for some 
big trees which are to remain. It’s just beautiful, with the grandest 
view. We are going to have a big two-story log house built on it and 
plant trees and lawns and flowers until it comes true to its name all 
over again. We named it the “Wildwoods.” I have the cutest 
rabbit. Her name is Dorothy Dainty, which fits her exactly. She has 
four wee babies two weeks old. I must close now as my letter is getting 
too long. Loads of love to everybody and success to WEE WisDom. 

Lovingly, Minnie Van Huizen. 


Margaret is rejoicing at the return of WEE WiIsDom, 
and she tells us of some of her demonstrations. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I received my magazine today and it says 
that all reports must be in by the 15th of the month. I am sorry I 
cannot get my report in. I, for another, want WEE Wispom to be 
dressed as she used to. She still contains the sweet little stories. I 
don’t know what I would do without her. I should love to attend 
Wee Wispom's reception next month, and I certainly would if I went 
that direction, but 1 am going to California. I am very much interested 
in “Hannah.” Dorothy made a fine demonstration. I put everything 
in the hands of my dear Father, and he always answers me. I cer- 
tainly love that little poem, “What God Is to Me.” That is my idea 
of God. “God is my power, my strength and my light.” With love 
to every Booster, Margaret Dwyer. 


Very nice letters of good wishes and rejoicing at the 
return of WEE WISDOM were received from Uncle Booker, 
— Strandberg, Esther Rich, -Zona Gough and Mildred 

ord. 

It looks to me like everybody is powerful happy to see 
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WeEeE Wispom back again. What do you say to our all 
boosting her and getting our friends to have her visit them, 
and get the number of Wisdoms so many that we can in- 
crease the number of pages and have WEE WIsDomM hold 
more messages each month? Each Wee can do this work, 
and if each Wee would do his part WEE WIsDoM would 
be —_ larger and have many more good things in her each 
month. 

Let’s hear what the Booster Clubs are doing. Every 
secretary owes it to the club to have a report in for the 
September meeting. 


“Happy and joyful, and merry and gay; 
And that’s the way to start the day.” 
—Richard B. Maxwell (age 8 years). 


German and Ruth Wiegel 


— 
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WEE WISDOM 
A SUNSHINE SONG 


After winter’s cold and chill, 
Over vale and over hill, 


Warm sunshine comes. 

When the days grow long again, 
And the snow is off the glen, 
Warm sunshine comes. 

When the robin and the jay, 
Come north again to nest and stay, 
Warm sunshine comes. 


Then the flocks of ducks will fly 
Northward; clanking in the sky, 
Warm sunshine comes. 


The woodland by some magic spells 
Reawakens and _foretells, 
Warm sunshine comes. 


Amid the grasses, in the shade; 


Not touched by human hand or spade, 
Warm sunshine comes. 


When beechen buds begin to swell, 
You may guess as you may well, 
Warm sunshine comes. 
Morss Lippincott, (age 13 years). 


WEE WISDOM—AN ACROSTIC 


UNCLE BOOKER 


When Christ was born the Truth became 


Effulgent, strong; and now the same 
Enchanted Light sends out its flame. 


We know that Jesus Christ today 
Is near to help us work and pray; 
So, why should anyone feel weak, 
Dejected, sad? For, if we seek 
On every hand the Truth, we'll be 


More loving, tender, kind and free. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


WeEeE Wispoo is back again. I wonder if you can 
possibly be as glad as I am! 

WeEeE Wispom and I have been friends since the far- 
away time when I had two red pig-tails and wasn’t ashamed 
of my freckles. I held her hand through all the years. 

My! It was a firm, warm, comforting hand, and 
never once did I let go until she went away. 

Of course Wisdom- was beautiful, but it was WEE 
WIsDOM we wanted, wasn’t it? And she is here again! 
The minute I slipped into the Corner I felt the warm, loving 
touch of her hand. Words are a poor sort of a thing, - 
aren’t they? I can’t begin to tell you the dear snugly feel- 
ing I had when I got back into the Corner and felt WEE 
WiIsDom’s presence. My heart kept singing, 

“I am so glad I know the feel of WEE Wispom’s 
presence. I am so very glad that I belong to her.” 

So I let my heart have its way and it is filling ““The 


Corner” with wild, glad songs of welcoming joy, to cele- 
brate the return of WEE WIsDoM. 


I’m Baby Pyrel Brill- 
man, 
And though a tiny 
‘Wee, 
It’s in me to grow big 
and wise, 
And get the old 


world free. 


Pyrel Henry Brillman, Tomaca, Wash. 
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WEE WISDOM’S HOME-COMING 
MINNIE VAN HUIZEN 
Hurrah for dear WEE Wispom, 


She’s coming home again; 
There’s happiness in Wee-dom; 
In the hearts of all her friends. 


We wish her health and happiness, 
She deserves them, I’m quite sure; 

She’s coming in her old-time dress, 
So sweet, so white, so pure. 


O Wees, rejoice and boost her, 
With all your might and main; 
The happy day is here, sir, 
Wispom’s home again. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a pink blank pasted on this 

page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 

store for you, but of course 1 cannot come if you do not send my 

traveling expenses. Please lei me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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